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into it. As my companion and I looked on, several men
with flushed faces and unsteady legs thrust notes into the
box, closely observed by a white-robed figure who lifted
the container and weighed it thoughtfully in his hands
as they moved off again, appraising the state of the
box-office.
One of his colleagues noted the foreigners. He was portly,
shaven-headed, and intolerably self-important. His stomach
forced a passage through the crowd towards us.
"Please. Step this way. Beautiful representation of
Gandhiji."
Outspread hands and the clamour of his voice made it
clear that we were expected to approach for a closer
inspection.
" Observe spectacles, please/' went on the rotund voice.
" Real, steel-rimmed spectacles as Gandhiji wore in life.
Figure is seated on sacred lotus flower. Symbolic, you
know."
It was a grotesque reproduction of a barker at a fair. At
any moment I expected the man beside the collection-box
to bang on a drum and shout " Roll up, roll up, roll up.
Pay what you like. Come and see the perfect statue of
Mahatma Gandhi."
Our embarrassed silence displeased the showman.
" Is it not very fine ? " he demanded.
" It is a remarkably lifelike statue of a great leader," I
answered truthfully.
" Ah yes." The showman transformed himself instan-
taneously. Face and voice alike acquired solemnity. " Bapu
showed us all the road to follow. That is why we so worship
him. He taught us right living and right thinking. This
will be a reminder so that in the future as now all our
people will keep to his teachings."
I said nothing, but my companion asked, " Do you think
that India is carrying out his policy of tolerance and
understanding ? "